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Novelist Puts Grammar Last

THE MAN IN THE STREET. By Mere-
dith Nicholson. <Charles Secribner's
Sona.

i ] ™ HIS collection of essays contains
a paper called “The Poor Old
English Language" that we

should Itke to reprint word for ward

in & bold type. Our next step would |
be to send clippings to every board otl
education in America. For in this es-
say Meredith Nicholson utters some
great truths on the subject of teach-

Ing English in our schools.

“T doubt seriously,” says the author,
“whether 1 could pass an examination
in English grammar. At times|
in ymy life 1 have been able to read
Greek, Latin, Italian and French with- |
out ever knowing anything about the |
grammar of either of these languages
beyond what I worked out for mysel
as I went along. This msthod
iz not original with me, for theras are
inductive methods of teaching foreign
languages which set the student at |
once to reading and make something
rather incidental of the grummar. This
is precisely what I should do with Eng- |
Ush if T were responsible for the in- |
struction of children at the age when |
it is the fashion to begin hammering |
grammar into their inhospitable minds,
Tgnorant of grammar myself, but hav-
ing—if 1 may assume g0 much—an in-
tuitive sense of the proper and elfec- |

tive manner of shaping sentences,
there would be no tkxtbooks in my
schoolroom. . The first weeks of

my course would be purely conversia-
tional. I should test the students for
their vulgarities and infelicities, and
such instances, registered on the black-
board, would visualize the errors as
long as necessary. The reading of in- |
dubitably good texts In class would, of
course, be part of the programmw, and
the Bible T should use freely, p:
larly drawing upon the Old Te:
narratives. . . . |
“When a youngster is made to un-
derstand from a concrete example that

a sentence s badly constructed the
rules governing such instances may be
brought to his attention with every
confldent that he will understand their
point. Let the example precede
the rule! If there is any sense in the
rule the example will clarify it; if it is
without justifieation amd designed
merely to befuddle the student, then
it ought to be abolished anyhow." .

We are tempted to go on and on and
quote the whole essay in accordance
with the wish expressed above. In

Hang the Moon
In the Highest Tree

OUT OF MIST. By Florence Kllpatrick
Mixter, Bonl & Lzerlght.

HIS thin little volume contalns
I some very lovely poetry and the
auther is already known to
many by
rent magazines.

her contributions to cur-

< Here she has col-
lected those which she llkes best her-
self, and heads them with a sonnet
sequence which gives the book its
name. She has made graceful use of

placing this plece last in the collection
the author pussles it. It should come
first and the book should be called
“The Foor Old English Language, and
Other Papers," regardless of how
lengthy and unwieldy a title that may
be.,

Mr. Nicholson gives first place in his
collection to an essay called "Let Main
Street Alone!"™ in which he makes a
defence of “Main Btreet” that sounds
convincing enough but not particu-
larly novel. Of Carol Kennicott and
the inhabitants of “Main Street” he
says: “They didn't need her uplifting
hand! They were far more valuable
members of society than she proved
herself to be, for they worked hon-
estly at their jobs and had, 1 am con-
fident, a pretty falr idea of their rights
and duties, thelr privileges and im-
munities, as children of democracy.”
This is the obvious thing“™or any one
to say who does not agree with Sin-
clair Lewls. Our statistical secretary
reports that 3,417,219 other people have
said the same thing during the last six
months,

Other essays In the book are "The

Cheerful Breakfast Table,” “The
Boulevard of Rogues,” “The Open Sea-
| s=on for American Novelists,” *“The

Church for Honest Sinners,” “The Sse- |
ond Rate Man in Polities,” “The Lady |
of Landor Lane” and *“How, Then, |
Should Smith Vote?" All of these
make entertaining and instructive
reading with the exception of “The
Open Season for American Novelists,"
written in 1915. To us this essay is
like last year's straw hat, i

XAVIER Li¥NDON,

English or French Essential

ESSAYS ON By Hrunder |
Matthews. Charles Scribner's Sons. |

PI!UI". BRANDER MATTHEWS |

FLISH.

has attained the dignity of un |
Institution, and a new bhook by:

him is always welcome. In most of iﬂ
these papers he is at his pleasant best | jjgn
| ;

In dealing with the growth and pres- |
ent developments of the English lan- |
guage, novelties In current v,\pn-sﬂ-‘it‘m.i
newspaper Iinglish, slang, the utility
of dialect, the explolts of the adver-
tiser, &c. There is also included an
excellent paper on Mark Twain and a
eonsideration of the possibility of es-
tablishing a “world Janguage.”

As to the last, Prof. Matthews nat-
urally has little belief in the making |
of any artificial language, such as Es-
peranto, lde or Volapuk. The objec-
tions are obviously insuperable. BEut
he Is igelined to foresee the worldwide
dominance of«two languages, English
and French. It Is, In fact, already
practically necessary for the speaker
of any other tongue to.-learn either
English or ¥French if he is to do busi-
ness or communicate with anybody
outside his own country. The war has
done a great deal to spread each of
these tongues, and the process of in-
ternatlonal trade continues and |
atrengthens that tendency., German,
he thinks, Is forever done for as a
means of International communication.
He also ealls attentlon to the over-
whelming weight of the two great

“elassic” elemonts in its

literatures of English and French
making as a guaranty of the perma-
nent use of both languages. Nelther
will drive out the other; there is room
for and need of both,
There Is nothing pedantlc or narrow
bout Prof. Matthews's view of Eng-
In fact, he perhaps underesti-
the subtler wvalues of the

mates

the sonnat form and there are ~ome

%

Florence

fine lyric lines, with above all a strong
fecling of sincerity. Her best work
ir undoubtedly among the shorter
poems that follow, where we find some
exquisite bits. Prologue, for Instance,
shows her delieate and faneiful im-
agination. It begins: ’
Paint the sky midnight black. Hang
the moan
In the highest tree.
Scatter the flowers of June
Irrecoverably.

All the verse has the charm of sim-
plielty, and most of it ls characterized
by a wistful sadness, such as we find
in Elegy or In Memory Of. Unfor-
tunately there is not room to quote all
of Cradle Song, one of the loveliest,
and we can only suggest the author's
joyous love of children by glving the
second stanza of To a Child:

You are my heari that dances,

You are my soul that leaps.

You have hidden the key of the lomely
room

Where my troubled spirit sleaps,

try, its
Latin content and the greater preciston
that comes of a fully understanding |
use of words with a sense of thelr |
historleal gualities. “A le," says
he, "always makes its language in its
own Image, and the English langunge
s as vigorous, as Impatient, as un-
pedantic and as {llogical as are the two |
mighty peoples who hold 1t in common. |
Thers is no likelihood that the English
language will surrender its right to
make new words for new needs” It
ts alwaye and persistently a living and
growing thing.

It pleasant to find renewed aoca-
demie appreciation of the supreme ex-
cellenee of Mark Twain's style, as,
oddly enocugh, it has not generally been
fully appreciated or stressed by most
tenchers and corities. One may inolk |
fur in all the mass of English litera-
ture to find anything to excel some
passages of Huck Finn (the descrip-
tions of night and storms on the river,
for Instance) for sheer beauty and
perfection of expression. And Mark
Twain was always careful, untiring in
the search for the one exactly right
word. Prof. Matthews doez well to
bring out these points anew.

is

A

THE SEVEN AGER OF MAN. By,
Ralph Bergengren Boston:  The
Atlantle Monthly Press

ROM babyhood to the very olde,

olde man I8 a long, long wu}',l
according to Shakespeare and

3

Ralph Bergengren. These delightfully
whimsleal shetches about the baby
that endeavors to describe lis elders,
the man who sees naught but perfec-
tion in his true love, and the father

who, whether he ascends to the Pros|
dency or falls t0 the gutter,
ways run the chance of having
paternity strongly brought
him, are amusing and attractive

The recklessness with which some
voung people undertake to ralse ehil-
dren w"nlldlm-um to strike Mr. Bergen-
gren rather sharply, for he says:

will

homoe

‘o tnken for granted Is this voocu-
tion of fatherhood and so litle consid
ered In cormparison with other mascu-
line employmonts that no correspond-
ence school offers a course, and many
& yYounez man undertakes to raise chil-

dren with less hesitution than he
would start to raise chickens. ™

Tuke heed, prospective fathers, and
look ye to future bionders Buy this
book and learn that futherhood = a
profession as well nus taxicabbing, Per-

haps they will renllze the truth of tha
Itallan cobbler who told the following
truths nbout his |ntest child: “Zes fad-
der and zee modder,” he asald, “zey
work and zev =lave for zee lootle ¢ ]

But whatn good? When he I8 grown

he =ayv, “To hell with zges fadder and
zoe modder! ™

Humeor at the expense of all stntes
of nhss gingle or otherwise. runs
throughout the hook All engnged
martied or divorced perople should read
thia boal For marrled folk 1t would
be a divine blessing, for when grand-

nother tried to tell you how o bring

the baby up you would wave the book
in her face and say, “Al, but 1 have
taken up the profession of a fut'hrxr|
and I will bring up my own child.” |

“Fathers' Day" Mr. Bergengren
feels is o joke, Mothers' Day is an |
established thing, and yet you have |
the fecling that the author is starting
1 campaign to arouse the fathers of |
the nation to nssume the ascendeney |
that fs thelr natural right. Bvery |
father that has ever felt that hi;!l
young son regarded him as n mnrn!
stalwart shoulder upon which to bawl |
will welcome this boak. Tt will arouse |
his energles—he will slowly but sneak-
{Iy undermine the stronghold his wife
has built around their offspring. Then
perbaps there will be war—but the au-
thor 1s not concerned with the conse-
quences—as all humorists, he offers
the plnn and leaves the actual test of
completion to the readers. |

The most delightful collection of|
whimsles s this boolk. 1t is Indeed the
best thing Mr. Bergengren heg done.
It 18 the sort of hook that should he
on the table in the guest room. Ti
tired week snder will ap,recinte (! a0

hita before he dresses for duuer and
descends to moeet, perhape, his fulure
wife, One can't tell. Mr. Bergengren
would perhaps avert matrimonial trag-
edies could he make the young man
realize that In marriage he may lose
his aseendant rights. (We all know
men do, of coiurses.)

In leaving this book there is n rather
peculine senge of having rend all the
things that you wanted to say about
certnin states in life and just never
did, Mr. Bergengren, If marrled, = a
brave man—if not, an adventurous
one-—for when he {8 faced with the
practicality of some of the things he
has written there may he an exocellent

chance for hla wife to say: “Well,
now prove that paternal ascondeney
vou wrote about SBee ' pon can

make him gtop howling.”
MARGARDT L. BURIKE.

Ocean Rhythms
In Storm and Calm

SIA POEMS. By Cale Young Rice. The
Century Company.

HIS volume confirms the place
of Cale Young Rlce among the
leading American lyric poets

of the day. Composed as it is pri-
marily of reprints from previous
works, this latest collection shows
Mr. Rice In no mew aspect; but it has
the merit of gathering together much
of what Is best in his poetry, and
thercfore of exhibiting him in his most
favorable lght. As the name im-
plies, the book |s= composed of poems
dealing in some way with the =zea; it
portrays the sea in all Its phases,
from the monsoon of the Indlan Ocean
to the storms of the North Atiantic,
from the mystery and terror of sub-
marine mountains to the serenity of
meditation over a firefly on o summer
shore.

In spite of the dramatic tendencies
manifested in his poetic plays, Mr.
Rice's talent seems to be primarily
lyrical; and though his work Is

marred by too obvious echoes of Shel-
ley and Swinburne, though it is ocen-
sionally lacking In vitality and Is
sometimes eareless in  construction,
yet it hag an unmistukable singing
quality, a rhythm and a grace of ex-
pression that make a strong appeal
to the emotions as well as to the ear.
In style and theme his lyrics are con-
siderably varied. Compare these two

|st.a.nm. one a love song out of the

heart and the other a piece of pure
nature muslc:
When we two walk, my love, on the
. path
The moon malkes over the sea,
To the end of the world where sorrow
hath
An end that Is ecstasy,
Bhould we not think of the other road
Of wearylng dust and sfone
Our feet would fare did each but care
To follow the way alone?

The quivering terns dart wild and dive
An the tlde comes tymbling In

The enlm rock pools grow all alive,
With the tide tumbling In.

The erab who under the brown wood

creeps,
And the snail who les In his houss
and sleeps,
Awake and stlr, as the plunging
weeps
i the tide come tumbling In.
1. mnicg  throughout Rice's sea
po Ty a phllosophic strain, not pro-

tound, yet evidently born of a sincers
réactign to L
of the ocean. Copfronted with
the How and Wh
are boyond hls grazp, and instead of
a world born of the chance upheaval

of blind though gigantic forces he
chooseR (0 ape n universe with a
apiritual bosls for Its exiatence

The old pence that God s, though all

unprovoed
The old falth that though gulfs sidersal

stun
The soul, and knowledge drown within
thelr deap,
There e no world that wanders—nn, not
onw
Of all the milllons—that He doss not
_ keeop.

{

wonder and majesty |
un- |
fathomable myateries, he reallzes that |
fore of all tmnqni

BOOKS AND FOLKS. By Edward N.
Teall. G. P. Putnam's Sons.

DWARD N. TEALL has not
E heen content to be simply a
polite adventurer among mas-
terpleces, a slave to lists of the “hun-
dred best.” He has gone jauntlly forth
into the vast land of cantos and chap-

ters, a veritable vagabond among
books, or, ag he himsell expresses it, a

Capt.Mayne Reid Boy’s Delight

musele to an extent dictated and
measured by his Inherent powers, his
persigtence, imagination—and his for-

tune, good or bad. How much waste
of labor—opening of false wveins, han-
dling of worthless material—may he
be saved from by a friendly, helpful
word from the librarlan, who knows '
the toels and their use and presum- |
ably the fruitful places whereln he

species of literary bumble bee, He |
has met and tilted with them all, |
whether garbed in paper or cloth,
Mayne Reid to Goethe, Ollver Qptic to
Laurence Sterne. The result iz the
charming reminiscences of an “om-
nivorouk reader.”

“I ecan see it now, that room; dark
and cheerless like a cave," he says of
one period of his boyhood. "“The
student at his desk, poring over ‘hln;|
| musty theolegic tome. Outside, in the
| snowy street, a gloomy horse propped
| iIn the shafts of a grocer's delivery |

wagon, ‘Bmall tewn stuff——'
Jand the old clock measurthe off the
|@low minutes while I, In ecstatic lone-

Hness, read Mayne Reid, Perhaps it |s |
| the dim but blessed memory of that
clock that T cherish as much as that
of Mayne Reid Dim but blessed are
the memories of the omnivorous
reader.”

The youthful Teall was mno book-
"worm. He engaged in nll the pranks
of his “gang.” and was a member in

zood standing on the rolls of the Her-

cules Athletic Club, from whose seap
box lbrary he drew with great fre-
| quency.

The librarian’s oppertunity to be of |
gervice is pointed out by the author
in a pair of well turned sentences:
“Unaided thes seeker after improve-
ment may uncover some small nug- |
gets to go into the mill of hig mind,
there to be assimilated, absorbed into
his own substance and used as new

| Berving questors.”

may advantageously invest his toll.”
Mr. Teall delivers himself of a little
apostrophe to his old college Hbrary in |
these words: "Oh, little home of my |
heart, where were kept the older vol-
umes, the books tried and true, the

standard books and classics, the tomes |

full of faith and philosophy and dis-
tilled expericnce; you moth-
ered my mind, you gave me what I got
of education. You did not dictate, you
did not glve marks for excollence and
‘vonditions’ for Inefficiency H you
opened yvour cheste and ran the risk
of plundering by wanworthy hands
rather than -chance withholding the
contents of your treasures from de-

The author discusses every phase
of reading. FHe deals with the news-
paper in a broad, enlightened manner
which s fitting in one who spent
vears at the editorial desk., The value
of magazines and the function of book
reviewers and reviews are discussed
with a calmness and a reflectiveness
that &nothes and pleases.

To the reader he gives this adviee:
“Don't be bullied and hrowheaten by
eritics, Don't let highbrows bluff you,
Don't accept a Standard of Taste till
you have tested It. Don't be ashamed
of what veu likei Don't pretend to
like what von don't like. Deon't be a
slave. Don't be a hypocrite.”

“The book is a germ carrier in the
tontagion of reading,” says the blurb
on the Jacket, and for ence the blurb
is the truth. |

' New York and Points

| TURNS ABOUT TOWN.

By Robert
Cortes Holliday. George H. Doran
Company, F

ROVING EABT AND ROVING WEST.
By E. V. Lucas., George H. Doran
Company. r

OTH Mr, Holliday and Mr, Lucas
have what the classical writer
called the “running pen"™—what

Mr., Samuel Weller called “the gift o
gabh wery gallopin'.,” Both—at this
moment—have the same publsher for
their latest packages of what does not
seem Lo deserve more respectful
name than the “chopped feed of litera-
ture."

These short pieceés, many of them
well to pass three minute
periods of a reader's attention, are by
no meansg suited for consecutive read-
ing, for in these twop books the reader
is made to stop and start again as
frequently as in a street car, or in the
| subway; and sometimes the jolts are
disngreeable, There is a ltkeness be-
tween these two measures of comment |
ground almost to meal, but their flaver
is mot the same, and Mr, Holliday's |
pleces seemn to have less mourishment |
in them, despite the personal, note
which he strikes so often.

For instance, in his remarks about
“Writing in Rooms,” he guotes My,
Laucas, and by nome; and freguently
throughout hig collection of obviously
carverd obvious cherry stones he spat-
ters contemporary names about very
freely. His sprightly manner too
often slips into an unpleasant sort of
freshness of spirlt, Now, one can be
| fresh as a rose or fresh as an egy of
thig date of the breoakfast newspaper,
or fresh as a May morning; and
otherwise, one ean be fresh ns paint.
Several of these pleces sound as fresh
ns the paint used lately by the house
and fenee artists who delliberately ab-
gtain, from motives of economy, from
mixing any dryer at all with their
coloving. This lack of drver was
noticeable in some of Mr., Holliday's
enrlier books; and sinee he seems to
hold fast to the courage of his
methods, his style la fixed, presum-

a

made

ably. Here is a little of it:
“Just. off Longacre Square i n
medley of offices, chop houses and

bandbox hotels whose names doubtless
only a district messenger could recite

in any number, The particular one |
for which we are headed ls famous
enough Here the ‘Uncle Jack'

of the Amervican stage, Mr Drew, for
| wome time made his residence. It LHI
| always the sgtopping place in New |
| York of perhaps the finest of our
| novelists, Joseph Hergesheimer. That
mystical Indian gentleman, Mr. Ra-
| bindranath Tagore, hag found it n not
|
1

unworthy tent on his Western pil-
grimnges, And go on. You cannot
be long In s rich little lobby withont

overhearing struck the high note of
fts  distinctive clientele. ‘Where do
yvou open? . ‘At Stamford

When do yvou élose? In the subdued |
light bare satin arme and enspiriting
lengths of colorful stockings flash
from the deep chalrs, A
graceful hand opens a telephone hooth
to expel o smoking clgarette.”

And so on, In Mr. Holllday's idiom,
Hig talk about the late James Fune- |
ker Is less tedlous, but It Is not often
that he seems to say, very much,

Mr. Lucas’'s grist combs through
the grinder from o fuller hopper, He |
gives you in this book scraps from |
Indin. Japan and the United Btates. |
five pages about falconry with Sir
Umar Hayat Khan give in compressed
deseription a striklng picture In the
open air. The chapter on Benares
gpills the fastidlous traveller's aver. |
glon from dismal dirt and the wreck-
age of death. In Caleuttn he could
not find Rose Aylmer's tomb, but m""'l
comely mausoleum of Job Charnock”

[ 0f the Incident that sings in the lHne:

East

readily in 1. John's
the Ganges pilot, hero

dizeovered
-Jah

was
graveyird

The tall, pale wildow I8 mine, Joe, the
little brown girl's for you.

From Indin to Amerlca is a
Jump, but he lands on his feet. His
impressions began in San® Francisco
and ended in Coney Island, or there-
ahout. He found Americuns worthy
of several of his gentlest compliments,
“Even in complex and composite New
York I should eay that simplicity is
the keynote of the Ameriean char-
acter. It Is in his simplicity that the
American differs most from the Turo-
pean. ‘uch simplicity 1s perfectly
conglstent with the impatience, the
deslre for novelty, for brevity, of the
American people.” And as to “the
Amerjean face,” “The average Amer-
ican fuce ig, 1 think, cleaner than ours,
and healthier. One sees fewer rulned
faces thun in English cities, fewer men
and women who have lost self-respect
and self-control” And as to clothes:
“America is full of surprisecs, due to
the uniformity of clothing and a cer-
tain carelessness which elevates com-
fort to o ritual. The man you think
of as a milllonaire may be a drum-
mer,” or the other way. A pungent
and amusing chapter deals with “The
Presa." Says he: "“Whatever bushe]
measures may be used in the United
States, the concealing of light is no
part of thelr programme.
Profusion 18 & characteristic of
American newspaper. There is too
much of everything. When it
comes to cholee of news, one ecannot
helieve that American editors are the
best friends of their country. I am
holding no brief for many English
editors; T think our papers can be
commaon,  Loo, but T think
that more vulgarizing of life is at
present effected by American journal-
ists than by English. There are, how- |
ever, many slgns that we may catch
up.”

And Mr. Lacas makes this penetrat-
ing remark about Amerlean women:
“Thelr federanty almost amounts to a

long

the

#oljd sceret society; not =0 much
against men, for men musi provide
the sinews of war and other com-

forts, but for their own satisfaction."
And then: “Both sexes appear not to
langtish when alone."”

Mary Hastings Bradley, author ot |
“The Innocent Adventuress" (Apple- :_
ton), s now decp in Africa on a hunt |
for gorillas and other sights of thr-|
jungle., Recent word reported her safe |
arrival in Cape Town, after a voyage |
on which Gen, Smuts wus a fellow |
piagsenger. Cape Town seemed the |
most stunning place she had ever seen,
nnd with Intense expectations she was
beginning the trip by rall which will |
take her, at times on foot, Into the!
wildest parts of the Dark Continent. |

—

Pooks
Xmas Gifts

No Gift more
appropriate or ac-
ceptable for every
Member of the
Eamily—obtain-
able to suit every
age and taste and
purse.
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Goi‘l.:.g_l.;i-l_(; a Best Seller Novel

Letter from Publisher to Author.

Boni & Liveright, Inc.,
105 West 40th St.,
New York.

Dear Mr. Colcord:

1 am amazed at the initial success of your book. The orders we have received

during the last few days are larger than those for any but 'two books on our list.

Faithfully,
Horace B. Liveright.

THE GREAT DECEPTION
By SAMUEL COLCORD

Bya lling array of facts makes clear as daylight
the and mandate of the vote as to peace.
It was not to scrap the League of Nations.

Buy it Today. $1.50 Everywhere, or of the Publishers.

[f/BONI £ LIVERIGHT

NEW YORK

LITTLE, BROWN &
COMPANY’S
Leading Fall Fiction

IF WINTER COMES
By A. S. M. HUTCHINSON

*“ ‘If Winter Comes' is not only a thrilling tale, it is an important work
of art. . . . 1do not know when I have had more continuous enjoyment
in reading a new book. . . . ‘If Winter Comes’ is one of the best books of
our times."—William Lyon Phelps in The New York Times.

* ‘If Winter Comes’ is more than a mere novel, it is an epic poem of
very great beauty. It will last long after most other literary products of
this age have gone to an obscure and unlamented grave."— t Sher-
wood in Life, New York.

[Mr Hutchinson has taken his title from Bhelloy’s line "0 Wind,
if Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?” written 102 years ago.]

“ ‘If Winter Comes' is a novel which may well live as long as the poem
has lived. It is an artist’s book—its structure as close and exquisite as a
flower, its humor pervasive, its charaecter studies keen and varied, its per-
sonal note spicy and fresh, and, best of all, its dealing with the great
fundamentals of life and death, of God and the soul, coura , poignant,
intuitive and nobly Christian.” —Heloise E. Herasey in the Atlantic Monthly.

Boston.
Fifteen printings in thirteen 162nd th

MARTIN CONISBY'S VENGEANCE
By JEFFERY FARNOL

A romance of the high seas in the pirate days of the Spanish Malin, in
which some of the charnclers In “Black Bartelmy's Treasure” reapear.
If the latter book f & place in your heart, you will revel In "Mg_‘runrs

Conlisby’'s Vengeance."
THE FOG By WILLIAM DUDLEY PELLEY
This story of Nathan Forge and other real people, good and bad, In

1 A

$2.00

\

a emall town In New England has romance, laughter, pathos and tragedy.
The New York Herald suys: “The story swings along with all the smooth-
ness and movement of actual blography.' Second printing. $2.00

TROUBLE-THE-HOUSE By KATE JORDAN

The entertalning exploits of Susy Gllvarry, a girl “Penrod,” who ke
her family on the qui vive. Susy is & constant surprise and delight, §1.90

THE LARK By DANA BURNET

A brilllant love &tory, set In a colorful Cuban-American background,
with an unconventional ending. Second printing.  $1.00

THE DAY OF FAITH By ARTHUR SOMERS ROCHE

Nothing quite so startling as “The Day of Falth” has appeared In
contemporary fetion. noveh o inspired the Governor of Arkansas
that he set aside November 1 as a legal holiday, Lo be known as QITI;?I

Day of Falth"”
NOBODY’S MAN By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM

In this new movel Mr. Oppenhelm's genius for creating tangles and
then unraveling them brings surprise after surprise to the reader. $2.00

CASEY RYAN By B. M. BOWER

‘*“This l= one of the clever and most amusing of all the many books
that have come from B. M. Bower's pen. AT a pelllcking story, full
of mirth and laughter from beginning to end."—The Neiw Fork Times, 31.76

These Books Are For Sale at All Book Shops an d News Stands
Send for Complete Fall Announcement of New Books

LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY, Publishers,

BOSTON

CHARLES G. NORRIS has written a “big” novel

GERTRUDE ATHERTON
praises it as "ol a very high
order. 1 do not think
there is a doubt of the enor-
mous success of the book."

T HUGHES says:
“It is o ‘eriticism of life', of
amazing truth, bravery and
vividness."”

ARTHUR T. VANCE wrote:
“1 sat up until after one
o'clock to finish ‘Brass.” It
is fine work."

WALLACE IRWIN says:
“I consider "Brasa’ the finest
thing 1 have read for a long
time."

P. A: “Not counting
road-maps, our vacation's
mont engrossing reading was
Charles G. Norris's ‘Brass’."

ZONA GALE says:
“It handles its human be-
ings—and they are human—
with that directness, and
honesty, which meore than
any one quality the Amer.
ican novel has lacked."

Nk

FANNY HURST thinks that
“it rides Norris into the
rank of foremost erican
novelists,”

F.
2.00. Obtainable at any bookshop or, if not, direet from

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Ave., New York




